22 When I awoke and went up on deck the boat was glid-
ing through a narrow strait $ on either side of us were.low
barren hills, soft, violet-studded hummocks of'earth of
such intimate human proportions as to make one weep
with joy. The sun was almost at zenith and the glare was
dazzlingly intense. I was in precisely that little Greek
world whose frontiers I had described in my book a few
months before leaving Paris. It was like awakening to
find oneself alive in a dream. There was something phe-
nomenal about the luminous immediacy of these two
violet-colored shores. We were gliding along in pre-
cisely the way that Rousseau le downier has described it
in his painting. It was more than a Greek atmosphere—it
was poetic and of no time or place actually known to man.
The boat itself was the only link with reality. The boat
was filled to the gunwales with lost souls desperately
clinging to their few earthly possessions. Women in rags,
their breasts bared, were vainly trying to nurse their
howling brats j they sat on the deck floor in a mess of
vomit and blood and the dream through which they were
passing never brushed their eye-lids. If we had been tor-
pedoed then and there we would have passed like that,
in vomit and blood and confusion, to the dark under-
world. At that moment I rejoiced that I was free of pos-
sessions, free of all 'ties, free of fear and envy and malice.
I could have passed quietly from one dream to another,
owning nothing, regretting nothing, wishing nothing. I
was never more certab that life and death are one and
that neither can be enjoyed or embraced if the other be
absent
At Patras we decided to go ashore and .take the train to
Athens. The Hotel Cecil, which we stopped at,,is the best
hotel I've ever been in, and Pve been in a good many. It

